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The most agreeable aspect of it was the wall-paper, which
was covered with little pink roses, though there was one small
spot, where, as if there had been no more roses in the world, a
fragment of a much older paper hung disconsolately in tattered
shreds.
After making use of those whitewashed cross-beams as a
background to his first waking thoughts the man lowered his
uplifted knees and concentrated his gaze on the foot of the
bed. This bed was clearly a very ancient structure. It was large
and massive but its bed-posts didn't match each other. One
of them was lacking a something that its fellow possessed.
This something was a grotesque head of heraldic carving
and it was upon the ambiguity of this object, an ambiguity
rendered still more obscure by the manner in which the narrow
stream of sun-motes from the window passed it untouched,
that the man's cogitation was now absorbed.
For the thousandth time he asked himself to what conceivable
body could that extraordinary head have been attached: was
it a lion's head, a bird's head, a dragon's head, or a human
head? Or had it, as happens sometimes with ecclesiastical
gargoyles, elements of each one of these natures, of the bird's,
of the beast's, and of the man's? What he was so intensely
wondering just then with regard to this heraldic head was
whether it was really possible, as he had been so often assured,
that its companion, its mate, its fellow, was hidden away in
one of the many old curiosity shops of this unique town.
The bed had some connection with his mother and it was
connected in some way with his mother's lover, a mysterious
personage to whose existence the woman had only twice in his
life, and then on very confused and agitating occasions, made
the faintest allusion. "The woman from Wales," (for this had
always been the way his supposed father had expressed any
momentary grievance against his mother), must have found
in this mysterious head some token, some symbol of her con-
cealed past; while the head itself, whatever it carried of old,
dark, heraldic, or even mythological significance, had been the
object round which more than anything else the brooding
imagination of his childhood, playing with the notions of both
good and evil, had constantly hovered.
There was good in it, for him anyhow—else how could his
mother have made so much of it?—but there was obviously

